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little rock 'n' roll 


Author's Notes: 

Notes: This was in the works for awhile after "little t$a," mostly as something to play around with for my own 
amusement when | was struggling with other fics. | didn't really intend to post it initially but received some 
kind feedback, so | eventually spliced what | had together. This is, basically, the prequel to "little t$a," and 


chronicles what Paul was doing the days prior to Gene showing up to his house. 


A bit over a month left before the new tour kicked off. Paul was more than ready for it. He hadn't had a 
really good lay since the little chick from CBGB a week or two before. It was hard to summon up the will to 
chase girls down when he knew that on the road, they'd give in without him having to lift a finger or even say 
a word. At home, it was just too much effort for too little payoff. 


At home, he'd get too self-involved, too, a great recipe for depression and disaster. Hilsen had given him 
various antidepressants and benzos off and on, but the side effects were all just impossible, so he wasn't 
consistent with them. This one caused nausea. That one caused dry mouth and sometimes hives. And every 


single one was inadvisable with alcohol. 


He knew Gene would think less of him if he knew that half the reason Paul rarely partook in the drug scene 


was his myriad prescriptions, instead of just his ear. He didn't really care. 


He finished off half his dinner (take out from a restaurant a couple miles away), then drew a bath. It was 
important, allegedly, to stay engaged, to stave off gloomy feelings, so he started on a mental to-do list as he 
soaked in the tub. He needed to re-dye his hair a little closer to the tour. He'd get Bobby for that, if Bobby 
wasn't too coked out for the job. There'd probably be a few promotional photoshoots beforehand that they'd 
need Bobby for, too. He needed to send Hilsen a finalized (to a point) tour schedule, just so he'd have an idea on 
when to be on call for him. Not that he called Hilsen constantly or anything, just.. just every few days. And he 
didn't really have to, but he wanted to call up Bill about KISS rider, too, to prevent any bitching from Peter 


once the tour got underway. 


There. All that might keep him occupied for awhile, though it wouldn't fill out weeks. Once the tour rehearsals 
were underway, that would kill the rest of his free time. He sunk his head down into the water, trying to zone 
out, only to raise it back up at a slight, odd feeling of pain 


Huh. His nipples were weirdly sore. Even obscured by the water, they looked vaguely puffy. Paul poked at one, 
getting another twinge of soreness, and sat up in the tub to get a better look. They were definitely slightly 
swollen. Weird. Not one of his normal complaints at all-- not a gut issue or a mental one. But it was so minor 
that he felt like calling up a doctor would be overkill. He got out of the tub, dried off and headed to bed, trying 


to think no more of it. 


The first slight alterations had already begun by the time the demon entered his bedroom. Marbas was there 


only to speed things along to their inevitable conclusion, catalyzing the curse with a touch of one bloodstained 


finger to the sleeping man's mouth. His lips closed around the finger in his sleep, tongue latching on and suckling 


away the blood, taking it into himself and sealing his fate. 


The changes went from negligible to obvious from there, before Marbas even pulled away. In fact, the man's 
body was conforming almost too easily to the magic being wrought on him. Usually, for a curse this drastic, 
there'd be more resistance, despite all of Marbas' usual precautions. Marbas didn't expect him to awaken 
during the transformation, but a struggle wouldn't have been out of place as his body warped and reshaped 
itself. The man was just letting it happen, letting himself gradually be erased. 


Marbas wasn't interfering too much, allowing the curse itself to do most of the work for him. The girl's 
offering, that smear of her blood- freely given, and freely taken- imbued with Marbas' own power, was 
softening up the man's facial features, his chest. It was like watching someone underwater. His five o'clock 
shadow disappeared entirely and the skin beneath reworked itself; almost blurred for vague moments before 
reshaping into a smaller chin and a less distinct jawline. He lost a few inches of height, shoulders and torso 
almost caving in on themselves, body diminishing substantially. He hadn't been naturally lanky to begin with, and 
the woman he was becoming was too well-built to be scrawny. Not overweight at all, but not curvaceous, and 
certainly not delicate. A healthy, if somewhat ordinary frame so far, though his breasts were continuing to 
swell well after his hips and ass had stopped. Most of his copious body hair had vanished, except for a thin 
trail pointing down from around his navel. That trail was starting to spill down into a patch of dark curls at his 


groin He decided to leave that alone. 


The man shifted, made a sharp little cry. Smaller, still long-fingered hands scrambled blindly, then curled 
around his bent knees. Trembling all the way down to his toes. He was coiling into himself, tossing and turning 
helplessly as the transformation neared its completion. Always painful to lose those last precious vestiges of a 
body. Marbas waited until the sounds stopped and then idly rolled him fully on his back, just to check-- nothing 


amiss. Physically, the man was gone. Not ten minutes to get rid of twenty-five years. 


His head lolled, curly, dark hair slipping down. For a moment, Marbas thought there'd been a mistake after all-- 
the man was missing most of his ear-- but then, looking at it, he judged the deformity to be much like the 
scars and moles, something that had been there awhile. Interesting, and not worth resolving. Marbas could 
have reshaped and refined him endlessly, but given no direction from the girl on how she wanted him to look, 


he was content to leave the man as he was, more or less as he would have been if born female. 


He'd sleep for a long time yet. Transformations were too exhausting for mortals to endure otherwise. Marbas 


left the room, not curious enough to wait on the man to discover what had happened to him. 


(mama, stan hit me!) 


(she wouldnt let me play with it) 


(she's a doll you can't play with her!) 


He shoved both chubby hands into the pockets of his overalls. Julia's still-red cheek proved her claim. He had 
hit her for snatching back the doll. But he hadn't thought she would care. Julia was a big girl. Six years old. She 
went to school now and she didn't want to play with him at all anymore. And the doll was just lying in the 
middle of the living room untouchedwith its big green eyes and long blonde hair and fancy blue ruffled dress. It 
had shoes and stockings-- he had taken the shoes off, but not the stockings, before Julia had grabbed the doll 


back from him. 


(7 wanna play with it! you werent playing with it) 


(boys don't play with dolls!) 


He reached for the doll again anyway, gripping the hem of its dress. He heard the faint sound of ripping fabric. 
But the dress hadn't ripped. He felt something very odd, very funny, tingling and hot, pulling and twisting. He 
was yanking at the straps of his overalls, trying to tug them down-- it was just so hot-- only the overalls 
weren't overalls at all anymore. Just a dress. The doll's dress, the cuffed sleeves like manacles on his arms, 
the ruffles itching against his neck, it was all so strange, so stifling, the heat in his body almost unbearable-- 


He jerked awake only briefly before falling asleep again. 


Paul didn't usually oversleep much, thanks to all the years of being on the road. They'd leave the hotels way 

before the ten am. checkout, each of them slogging out of their shared rooms, suitcases in hand, clambering 
to the lobby and then to what passed for their tour bus. Up until recently, that was how it had been-- now, 
at least, he didn't have to carry his own suitcase. But it was midmorning before he managed to shake off the 
last vestiges of sleep and sort of open his eyes, turning his head to check the time. 


10:40. Pretty bad. He made a mumbling sound. Really, he was starting to feel pretty sick. Or, rather, he felt like 
he was getting over an illness. His whole body felt weirdly drained. He reached for the phone on the nightstand- 
- eyes shooting wide open at the sight of his arm. 


It wasn't right. It was too small, too thin. There was a bit of muscle, but the shape and size was completely 
wrong. It wasn't his arm, even as he flexed the too-small fingers and bent the elbow back and forth. His wrist 
looked tiny. His skin felt funny. His breaths were catching in his throat, both hands suddenly shaking as he 
threw off the covers entirely, and stared, horrified, at the rest of himself. 


It wasn't just his arm that was wrong. It was his whole body. Every inch of it. 


His chest-- he had actual breasts like a chick would have. They were large and heavy. Absolutely no hair on 
them at all. Stomach mostly bare, even. His torso didn't have nearly its usual blockiness. His hips looked 
strange, jutting distinctly-- even his legs looked far more than subtly wrong, and between his legs... 


No. No way. It wasn't that there was nothing there. Just nothing he was remotely familiar with. Not from this 
perspective. A shift, spreading his legs, made it obvious. He didn't have a cock anymore. He was a girl now. 


Every single bit of his body veered straight towards that single, inexorable fact. 


He hadn't taken anything, so he must've still been asleep. That weird dream about the doll had just morphed 
into another dream, that was all. A dream where he was suddenly a chick. That was all. Wasn't it? Paul 
remembered the bit about pinching yourself to wake up from a dream, and tried it, pinching the skin on his 
wrist. All it did was confirm that it was very much attached. He tried again, this time biting several of his 
fingers in turn, right between the knuckles, a bad habit from childhood. Nothing. And all that moving around 
only meant he caught a glimpse of himself in the vanity mirror over on the other side of his bedroom. He 
flinched at the sight, at first, only stealing occasional, horrified glances before forcing himself to sit up 
properly on the bed and look at his own reflection 


He didn't want to get any closer to the mirror, to really inspect himself. But even peering over from those few 
feet away, he could tell he was a little bit pretty. But only a little. He had gotten picky enough that he would 

have no more than glanced at a girl that looked like... like he did now. He had the same mop of dark brown curls 
as always. He had the same big eyes and full lips. He could still sort of recognize aspects of his face, even with 


most of his features (particularly, irksomely, his chin) smaller or softer. It was the coldest of comforts. 


He ran his fingers down his face, the unfamiliar feel of an utterly smooth chin and jaw making his stomach 
churn. Down his neck, down those slimmer arms, catching sight of the rose tattoo on his shoulder. Still there. 
Down finally to his breasts, drawing back at his own brief touch. He didn't want to feel past that; just looking 
at himself, hell, just pressing his thighs together, the dull, strangely empty pressure there, was frightening 


enough. 


He cried for what felt like an hour. Just sobbed himself back to sleep like a little kid 


When he woke back up, body no different at all, he stayed in bed until he got hungry. Then he grabbed a 
bathrobe, half-stumbling to the kitchen. His center of gravity was badly off. His chest was throwing him off 
the worst. Each movement felt like his whole body was encased in a glove that didn't quite fit properly. That 
drained feeling he'd had since he first woke up wasn't going away at all. Nothing felt right. He felt-- he was 
kind of clumsy. Nothing was comfortable. Hell, even his bathrobe didn't fit correctly anymore on him, the 
sleeves too long, the shoulders too broad. The ends of the belt drooped nearly to his knees. 


He made himself two cheese sandwiches, followed up with a glass of water. Eating helped more than he'd 
expected, He was perversely glad that his appetite didn't seem enormously different. 


He'd have to do something. He'd have to figure out what the hell had happened to him. Well, he knew what the 
hell had happened to him, but-- 


Think. He needed to think Where had he gone over the last couple of days? Had he gone anywhere? He'd gotten 
take-out lately, a bad habit from the road. He'd slept with.. oh, four or five girls since the end of the tour, in 
scattered hotels rather than in his house. He didn’t really like bringing girls home; it felt invasive, and it made 

the girls think they actually had an in with him. He hadn't spent the night with any of those chicks, either. 


Then he'd.. where else had he gone? God, he couldn't remember. 


He let out what would've been a much lower grunt under normal circumstances, then stopped himself, caught 
a little off-guard from the pitch. He swallowed, morbidly curious despite himself. What did he really sound like 


right now? It took another breath before he was willing to test a word out. 


"Fuck" God, it was obnoxiously high. He'd always thought his real voice was too high as it was, and had tried 
sometimes to lower it for interviews, but this was ten times worse. At least to his own ear, it seemed like he 


was on the verge of squeaking, "Fuck it. Fuck it, fuck it, fuck it..." 


Could he recognize it? Was it still his voice, the way it was still, at least to some degree, his face? The way 


his tattoo was still on his shoulder? Two words weren't really enough to tell 


"She sells seashells by the seashore. Seashore. Sea-shore." No good. The sentence was a bit too obvious for his 
tongue to trip over as readily, even as shaken-up as he was. He'd be better off picking words. "This. Distinct. 


Whistle." 


The lisp was still there. Faint while he was concentrating on the words, trying to move his tongue the right 
way, but present all the same. Paul took a breath, then shoved a hand through the matted curls on the right 
side of his face, only drawing back when he felt the familiar, awful remnant of his right ear. That settled it 
for certain. On some level, he had his own body, with all its failings and imperfections. Just rearranged. Tugged 
into a new shape. One he didn't want to stay in. Paul closed his eyes. His throat felt tight as he tried to decide 
what to do next. There had to be something. What had happened to him couldn't possibly be permanent. 


He thought about it for awhile, but it was several hours before he managed to eke out the nerve to do 
anything at all about it. His palms were sweating when he finally reached for the phone, calling up Aucoin 
Management. Not Bill's personal number-- he couldn't face Bill now, any better than he could face any of the 
guys. Fuck, Bill might in some ways be worse to deal with right now than even Gene. He'd always felt like he 
was Bill's favorite, the way Peter was clearly Sean's. To picture Bill even getting an inkling of what had 
happened to him, or worse, thinking he was crazy-- he'd never be able to handle it. 


"Hi, Im Mr. Stanley's secretary.” 


Bill's secretary, Linda West, sounded like she was smiling, even over the phore. 


"He has a secretary now?" 


Paul choked out something like a giggle. 


"He, uh, wanted me to get some books on the occult sent over." 


"What kind?" 


"Oh, ones on magic and summoning spirits.” Paul's knowledge of the occult only went about as far as Dark 
Shadows, a couple Nght Gallery episodes and seeing an interview with Anton LeVay on T.V. as a teenager. He 
knew some kids in high school that dabbled in magic and Ouija boards, that kind of thing--back then, it was 
really in He'd had his palm read a couple times, and even now, he checked his horoscope pretty regularly, 
especially on tour. He'd always figured there was something to it, probably, but it wasn't something he'd 


wanted to get involved in. Now he was involved in it. "Could you get a spellbook, maybe?" 


"A spellbook?" 


"He's trying to do some research. Look, just--get it, okay? Have it expedited over to his house. A couple books. 
I's really important.” 


"| think this is a little unusual for Mr. Stanley." 


"I do, too." A nervous laugh. "Would.. would you like me to, uh, have him authorize--" 


"No, that won't be necessary. We'll have some books sent tomorrow." 


"Thank you.” 


He hung up the phone, exhaling hard. Amazing that it had actually worked. There. He'd do his research, find out 
what could be done about it, and, well, go from there. They still had a little over a month before the new tour 
started. Whatever happened to him might even wear off before the books even got to his door. Yeah. Yeah. 


The next morning, he was still no different physically. The only thing that had started to fade a bit was that 
sickly, sapped feeling. He was moving around a little better, too; he didn't feel like he was quite as off-balance, 
though his strides still weren't completely smooth. Somehow, he was adjusting to whatever new female baseline 


he occupied now. That was terrifying in itself. 


He put on the bathrobe again. Then he dug in his drawers for underwear, deciding it probably wasn't that 
hygienic to be up and about without it. The thought of trying to wear briefs in his current state was 
depressing, so he put on one of the few pairs of boxers he owned instead, trying not to think too much of 
what they used to contain. It was hard not to when he had to tighten the drawstrings so much just to keep 
them from falling off. 


The books were at his doorstep by noon, and he spent the next four hours reading them, stopping only to eat 
his leftovers from two days before. He'd ended up with an assortment of what he realized was the real stuff. 
Translated grimoires. Paul was fairly indifferent even to Judaism, and a little antagonistic towards the fading 
remnants of the Jesus freaks, but on the same token, he didn't feel great looking at all those weird sigils and 
pentagrams. Knowing, or figuring, anyway, that something in these books had to have been responsible for his 
current form made him queasy. It didn't help that most of the demons in the book seemed relegated to 


alchemy, discovering secrets, and, weirdly, battlefields. 


The Secret Lore of Magic had an index. He turned it to "transformations" and started flipping through the 


references. 


"Like the previous spirit, Ose is able to transform people into whatever form they will. He 
causes delusions and insanity if required. Those who have been changed by him may not know it, and 


continue to behave as they normally do, in spite of their altered appearance." 


Huh. Well, it probably wasn't Ose, then. He definitely knew what had happened to him. 


"Zepar.. a strong Duke, he can change people into any shape they desire. He can make a woman love any man, 


at the magician's command." 


Terrifying. Hopefully Gene never got hold of this book. He reached for the next one, The Lesser Key of Solomon, 
which, when he opened it up, had a subtitle: Goet: The Book of Evil Spirits Paul swallowed thickly. This one was 


even worse, with its explicit instructions on exactly how to invoke and cast away dozens of demons. 


His mother would kill him for owning a book like that, much less reading it. Then again, his mother probably 
wouldn't recognize him right now. The thought made his heart drop suddenly to his stomach, and he shoved 
the book off the table to the floor. 


Only for it to open by itself a second later, right to one short entry. 


"The fifth Spirit is Marbas. He is a Great President, and appeareth at first in the form of a Great Lion, but 
afterwards, at the request of the Master, he putteth on Human Shape. He answereth truly of things Hidden or 
Secret. He causeth Diseases and cureth them. Again, he giveth great Wisdom and Knowledge in Mechanical 


Arts; and can change men into other shapes." 


Just a paragraph. Just a paragraph, but it was enough that his palms started to sweat. 


He read up in the other books about Marbas, but didn't get much more information He reread the summoning 
ritual, but it still made him too nervous to even think about attempting. What would he even do, if he 
summoned him? He didn't need to contend with the demon, who probably hadn't done this to him just for kicks. 
He needed to figure out who had made the demon transform him, but that had its own problems. Nobody 
would benefit from Paul being a woman, nobody. He had enemies, sure- every band they'd opened for probably 
had a bone to pick with him and the rest of KISS- but he couldn't think of a single person willing, and crazy 
enough, to inflict this on him. 


He kept mulling it over anyway. The guys in Blue Oyster Cult were pretty weird and geeky (Gene had sort of 
liked them), but they weren't malicious and as far as Paul knew, they didn't actually practice black magic. He 
didn't even know the guys in Black Sabbath. Alice Cooper? He didn't know Alice, either, but he'd always been 
pretty sure his schtick was just a schtick. Paul pursed his lips. Had to be somebody. Maybe one of Neil 
Bogart's rivals was jealous- no, that made no sense at all- Paul jerked a bit in his chair when he heard the 
phone ring. He had already gotten up and reached for it by the time he remembered not to answer it. Three 


rings. Four. Five. 


His answering machine was in his bedroom. He padded off to check, hearing his own recorded voice just before 
the caller started up. 


"Hey, this is Paul Stanley. If you'll leave me your name and number, I'll be reaching out as soon as possible. 


Thanks." 


"Hey, Paul. This is Peter." There was a short pause. "I just wanted to say hello. | haven't seen you much since 


the tour. Call me back when you can" 


Peter. Paul groaned. It seemed as if that one phone call started an avalanche. Six calls, from everyone from Bill 
to Hilsen to Bill's secretary again, among others, in three hours. Eventually he couldn't stand it anymore, either 
hearing the messages or hearing the rings. He had to get out of there, had to escape the reminders that he 


wasn't himself right now, that people were already reaching out to him, wondering about him. 


He didn't get far. Just downstairs, where he didn't have a phone installed. But there were still plenty of 
reminders there. KISS' gold albums. More tour junk, albeit mostly in boxes. He tried to push that out of his 
mind, focus on his album collection instead, mostly bought in bulk after KISS had hit it big. Every record he'd 


ever wanted, and more than he had time to play. 


He had time now. He had, officially, been stuck like this for over twenty-four hours. He swallowed and started 
looking through his collection. His latest on-again off-again girlfriend (now off, with no hope of reconciliation if 
this continued) had given him an old Four Tops record he didn't feel like playing. He also had one of Cher's 


albums, and, for whatever reason, Olivia Newton-Johr's latest effort, although girl singers, on the whole, never 
had appealed to him much. No, right now he wanted something rough, something with an edge to it. He settled 
for the Stones’ "Exile on Main Street," plunking down on the couch to the in-out weaving of Richards and 


Taylor and Jagger's craggy, agitated vocals. 


(i only get my rocks off while itm sleeping) 


(only get my rocks off while itm sleeping) 


Paul shifted on the couch. More lyrics. Mick's girls, at least in songs, were always giving him problems. He 
never seemed willing to bare whatever was left of his heart for them, with the possible exception of "Angie." 
Mostly he and Keith wrote about one-night-stands. The old fuck-me suck-mes that Paul was so prone to 
himself. Only theirs were better. Grittier. Paul always felt like there was something that, as a writer, he could 


only imitate, and never really reach. 


Maybe this forced perspective might give him some ideas. His nose wrinkled at the thought. Mick couldn't even 
be appealing talking about one of the things he'd always been curious about with girls. 


(i can't seem to stay in step, ‘cause she come every time that she pirouettes on me) 


He knew they could do it. Come more than once in a row. It wasn't a girlie magazine myth-- he'd seen it 
happen. He'd done it to about a dozen groupies that he knew of, and at least one girlfriend He ought to be able 
to do it to himself. He pursed his lips, shifting from his side to his back, stretched across the length of the 
couch as the next track played, untying his bathrobe. He hadn't really even looked down there any more than 
he'd had to earlier, but he reached down, beneath the boxers, cupping his pussy with his hand for a few 
seconds before letting a finger delve inside. Almost instantly, he could feel himself tighten up, way too much, 
strange and sore, like he'd gone in too far, even though he'd barely gone in at all. Curiously, he wasn't even 
wet. He tried again, meeting the same conclusion, and finally just stopped, shifting and readjusting his position on 
the couch, spreading his legs wide, knees bent, one resting against the couch, the other dangling towards the 


floor. 


He pushed the boxers down further, too, and, nervously, leaned forward for a better look as he prodded 
around with his fingers. He at least found his clit, nestled, tiny and useless, between his folds. Touching it 
wasn't helping; it was too sensitive. Nothing about this whole experience was anything like masturbating with a 


dick, or anything like his experiences fingering actual women 


Maybe he needed to use his imagination a bit to ease himself in, although that wasn't typical for him. He 
didn't usually have to start off with a fantasy. He could let his mind wander as long as the mechanics were 
there. But already, he could tell that wasn't going to work now. He was just too dry. 


Maybe something was wrong with him. Stuck in a body that couldn't even orgasm. Another part of the curse. 
He flinched, trying to concentrate. A fantasy, okay. Paul would usually pull out a mental composite of a Playboy 
playmate, wavy blonde hair, green or blue eyes, with heavy, heaving breasts and a tiny waist. It was hard to 
get as excited over that picture now that too much of it mirrored himself. He couldn't even imagine properly 


fucking her while he was shoving a finger inside his pussy. 


Okay. Okay. Maybe something a little off his usual preferences. Paul had fooled around with guys a bit, 
primarily Ace and Peter and the occasional gay bar denizen. He felt weird fantasizing about either of them, 
though. Ace would probably laugh at him right now, and Peter, well, he just didn't fit the bill. Maybe... maybe 
someone he made up. He shut his eyes, going at himself a little easier, sketching out the features in his head. 
Tall, masculine. Not like the pretty boys Bill was so fond of, nothing effete or weak. Swarthy complexion, dark 
eyes. Hell, he didn't even have to be handsome, just have that reassuring presence, that feeling of security- 


His breath hitched as he realized who he'd started to conjure up, his hand stilling to a stop. He shoved his 
boxers back up, retied his robe, and headed for the bathroom, washing his hands, trying to avoid looking at his 
own face in the mirror, the flush in his cheeks. He had to get hold of himself a little better. Had to. 


By the third day the phone had started ringing almost constantly. He was starting to get nervous, really 
nervous, about everything. If this was permanent. How he'd explain himself if it was. What would happen to the 


band. Just thinking about all that crap was enough to make him want to cry or vomit. 


He'd taken to napping during the day, half-hoping he'd wake up as his normal self, and half-hoping for solace, 
only to find he couldn't escape there, either. He'd started having weird dreams. His sister and the doll again, 
only now the dream would just keep going. He'd be in the doll's dress. He was nearly Julia's size, despite the two 
years between them. Julia was sitting beside him, there in her neat blouse and skirt. She had a school satchel, 
too, and brown patent leather school shoes. They made a little clacking sound on the linoleum when she'd come 


home. 


(you want to play?) 


(youre gonna play with me?) 


(you don't play with me anymore) 


Julia looked offended, but she nodded. 


(you're my sister) 


(no im no?) 


(yes you are) 


(im noñ 


(then why're you wearing that?) 


(i dont know) 


(don't you want to play?) 


He did. Enough that he scooted up closer. 


(what are we going fo play?) 


He never found out. Time swirled forward strangely. Julia yelling at him. He'd goaded her into it. He picked at 
her sometimes. It was easy. Julia was doing worse in school than he was when she even bothered to show up 
to class. Julia was embarrassing the whole family with all her crap. Running around with not just hippies, but 
freaks, smoking dope-- he'd only tried it once himself-- sleeping around It made him feel better to push her 
buttons. Like less of a failure. Nothing had turned out right for him, either. He was just as much an outcast at 
his fancy art school as he'd been in his regular public school. He'd thought he could escape himself, be new, 
and instead he was still some half-deaf, fat kid that couldn't get anyone's attention, good or bad, that was 
poorer than anyone else going to that damn school, that had a sister who was nuts, that- 


(shut up!) 


(shut up!) 


(you're just like me anyway! you bitch, you're fucked up the same way!) 


(i know why you see that shrink! i know all about that!) 


(no you dont! you don't, you don't!) 


But she did. Paul was certain she did. Forward just slightly. He was in the backseat of a ‘63 Chevy with a girl. 
He had three of his classes with her. They'd never talked too much, but he felt warm around her, wanted to 
take her out, if she'd go out with him. She had a boyfriend, but that didn't really matter. Sometimes they just 
fooled around anyway. He got a bit of a thrill out of that, even if she wouldn't ever go close to all the way, a 
thrill and a stab of guilt. She was on his lap, nearly-bare thighs pressed soft against his jeans, her skirts hem 


just a crumpled whisper of fabric. 


(we need to stop this, it's not right) 


God, he was dying. His jeans were so damn constraining, she was on his lap and here she was worried about 
cheating when he was the one taking her scraps. He groaned, trying to think of a line, like those old movies 
that'd come on during the weekends. 


(of course it's not right, baby) 


(i don't mean him) 


(its sick) 


(this is really sick) 


Forward, forward. Julia in her second trimester. Hadn't even seen the guy in months, of course. More shame. 
She was rarely around, but his parents were praying that would change once the baby came. They were hoping 
Julia would just sign her parental rights over. That was how bad things had gotten. Paul fumed whenever he 
thought about it. He was probably going to have to forfeit his room for the baby. Money was going to be 
tight. He might not even get anything from his parents to help foot college next September. His father pulled 


him aside before dinner one evening. 


(don't you dare put our family through this) 


(don't you ever get pregnant) 


Paul stared at him stupidly. He was already taller than his father. Had a mustache and the start of mutton 


chops at seventeen. 


(what are you talking about?) 


(im not i can‘t--) 


He woke with a start, the afternoon sun peeking through the blinds, shivering, and the same. Mechanically, he 
got up, washed his face, made a sandwich. His new routine was nearly his old routine, off-tour, only now he 
didn't have the stage and the grandeur to look forward to. No mass of screaming fans. No pretty girls in his 
bed. His whole world yanked out from under him, all the hopes he'd obsessed over since he first saw the 
Beatles on Ed Sullivan. Every ring of the phone and every unplayed message made it clear. He was out. As long 


as he had this body, he was out entirely. 


He heard a car pull up. He had no intentions of answering it, not at first, but he peered out through the 
kitchen blinds. It looked like Peter's car, and then, suddenly, he realized it was Peter's car. His pulse started to 
speed, just a little, and despite himself, he crossed over to the living room, aiming to get a better look from 


the open windows there. Peter got out of the car and headed up the walkway, towards the front porch. 


He'd come alone. What had he come for? What did he want? He had called, sure, but he hadn't sounded urgent. 
Was he pissed off at him? Had something happened with Bill or Ace or, hell, even one of the roadies? 


Would he tell a random girl? 


In the end, his own curiosity and loneliness got the better of him. When Peter rang the bell, Paul opened the 


door. 


"Hey. 


"Hello." Peter looked mild enough, for Peter. Only a little perturbed. He was dressed in jeans, a t-shirt, and three 
or four cross necklaces. Typical Peter. His lip curled a little as he surveyed Paul, there in just his bathrobe. 


Peter had no idea he'd seen Paul in far less at least a hundred times on tour. "Is Paul here?" 


"He let you stay here without him?" Peter frowned. "That ain't like him." 


"He's not here, Pete." Oh, shit. Peter raised an eyebrow. Paul's heart felt like it caught somewhere in his throat 
as Peter's eyes searched his face, sizing him up yet again. He could feel his face flush, and he had to shove 
his hands in his bathrobe pockets to keep their trembling from being noticeable. 


"Have | seen you before?" 


"No! No. He's not here. Go away!" Louder than he'd meant it. More scared. Paul bit his lip, watching as Peter 
stiffened up but didn't turn to leave. Totally undeterred. 


"Hey, c'mon, do you know when he'll be back?" 


"l-I don't know. I'll tell him to call. Okay?" 


"Okay. Have him call. Jesus, I'm not gonna hurt you." Peter looked like he was considering something. “Tell him 


its not urgent, okay, kid?" 


"Okay." 


"Tell him to get you your own bathrobe, too. He could do better than that shit these days." 


It was awhile before he could calm down from seeing Peter. In the end he managed by writing up a grocery 


list, deciding he'd have a neighborhood kid pick up the stuff for him later. 


The next day, driven by boredom as much as anything else, he opted to take a drive. He had to steel himself 
up for it, digging through his wardrobe. The colorful ladies' blouses he wore felt too jaunty and flippant. In his 


real body, they were glam, a little subversive. Now they just wouldn't do at all. 


He pushed aside pair after pair of jeans- he could tell without even trying them on that they were now too 
wide at the waist, and definitely too long- until, at the back of his closet, he found the dress from his 
birthday, just a couple months back. Black with red flowers. It was long-sleeved, sure, and would still be baggy, 
but that didn't matter. It would work. He pulled it on grimly, then dug around until he found the matching black 
pumps, stuffing the toes with tissue paper. Thank God he'd done the drag party. It kept him from being stuck 
wearing something he actually liked. From there he grabbed his wallet and keys, heading out the door, not really 


caring where he went, as long as he could escape for just a little while. 


He ended up driving to Peaches. The record store wasn't the distraction he'd hoped it would be. He'd tried not 
to look at the Casablanca promo display posters, feeling sick at the sight of himself and the other guys in the 
new costumes, painted there against a backdrop of half-naked girls. "KISS - LOVE GUN" in bright red letters 
above them, and then, below, "THE ONLY ALBUM TO PUT ON YOUR REVOLVER." 


The album was due to release at the end of June, one week before the start of the tour. "Christine Sixteen," 
Gene's song, was supposed to be the lead single. Another suck-me-fuck-me song- Gene had wrote it to make 
fun of him- only he didn't have anything to suck right now. His throat felt like it was full of acid as he 
mindlessly thumbed his way through the new releases. The Eagles had put out a new album, but he'd never 
liked them. lOcc, too. Gregg Allman, per Gene, purportedly had a solo album coming out this month, but it 
wasn't in stock yet. He couldn't focus anyway. Eventually, he found himself wandering to the cut-out bin, 


knocking into a pimple-faced boy on accident. 


"Sorry" 


The kid was staring at him. For the barest moment, Paul forgot that he wasn't in the right body; he thought 
the kid recognized him, and was about to try and brush him off. 


"Something wrong?" 


The kid was staring at him, all right. The kid was staring at his tits. Paul inhaled, rolled his eyes, and turned 
away, deciding not to bother with a response. They'd done all those bra-burnings, what, ten years ago, hadn't 
they? What did his lack of a brassiere matter anymore, as long as he was covered up? He glanced down for 
about the first time since he'd put on the dress, belatedly realizing how obvious the outline of his nipples was 
through the thin fabric. Damn. Well, whatever. It wasn't like he planned to go out at night or pull anything 
stupid. 


Not long after, he drove home from Peaches without a single record, still thinking. If what had happened to him 
wouldn't wear off on his own, and he wasn't willing to use black magic himself, was there a way he could pay 
someore else to fix him? Get his body back? But where would he even begin there? All that seemed apt to 


greet him were the same round of suspects who might have screwed him up in the first place. 


But then there was Gene. 


It was a long shot. A serious, serious long shot. It felt pretty desperate, but Paul was pretty desperate. Gene 
had studied religion in college, and had once planned to become a rabbi. He had been vaguely fascinating to Paul, 


as one of only a handful of Jewish guys he'd ever known that was actually devout. 


Was being the operative word. Gene still kept kosher, but Paul was pretty sure everything else about his 
upbringing had been surrendered. But maybe he knew something. Some Jewish mysticism... it wasn't that far- 


fetched, was it? A purifying ritual, maybe? 


He kicked off the tissue-stuffed shoes just inside the front door and yanked off the dress, leaving it there on 
the floor, putting the bathrobe back on like a security blanket. Purifying rituals. Yeah. Maybe. It was better 
than doing nothing. Gene knew a lot, and even if he didn't know anything that could solve his plight, he'd do his 


dead-level best to find someone who did. He had to. Both as a friend and as a fellow quarter-sharer in the 
behemoth of KISS. 


He sat down at the rolltop desk at what could've been his office, if he stayed in his house for more than a 


few weeks out of any given year, tugged open a drawer full of cards, invitations, and paperwork. Dug around 


some more, until he found a book of stamps and a fat stack of postcards. Some he'd written and never 
bothered to send, but most he'd just bought as souvenirs, silly mementos from when he couldn't really afford 
much past a keychain when they'd traveled, but burned through Bill's credit cards anyway. A blank Buckingham 


Palace postcard from their first European tour. He pulled out a pen and began to write. 


"Gene, do you know anything about curses? 


"Write me back soon. Paul." 


He stuck the postcard in the mailbox. Just sending it off-- just reaching out, no matter how understated-- 
felt really good. Gene might even get it today. Tomorrow, definitely. He felt confident that Gene would notice it, 
even. Gene would have been counting on some of those dirty letters from fans to tide him over during the dry 


spell. He'd be sifting through his own mail right now. 


Gene would help him. He'd write him back, hopefully (Paul was terrified he'd call instead, or worse, show up), 
figure out exactly what he needed to fix things, and then, well, then he'd be back to normal. No more hiding 
out and living in bathrobes. No more dealing with a body he didn't recognize. Back to himself, just in time for 
the tour. With any luck, no one else would even know what had happened. With any luck at all 


